22                   LETTERS FROM SAMOA
Well, I saw very little of it; I had only a week
there, and prepared to spend it quietly with M------
rather than wear myself out with sightseeing. There are fine  streets and splendid buildings, but I frequently noticed a perfect palace cheek by jowl with a shabby old wooden house, which reminded me of San Francisco, though the roads and pavements in Australia are much better than in any part of the States that I have visited.    As to the railway,  I had a tolerably comfortable journey to Sydney, but some parts of the line were badly laid and fearfully rough ; it was quite ludicrous to see how every one was tossed up and down by the bumping of the  carriage.     The sleeping-cars are   perhaps  not   quite   so   well arranged as in America, but there is this great compensation, that ladies have a part reserved to themselves, which is much more comfortable, not to say becoming, as I know to my cost from past experience.    Indeed, I find it very interesting to compare the two countries: Australia is so  much more like England than America  is, that I often find it difficult to realise that I am in a new country and at the other side of the world, Even in its cold winds and changes of temperature Australia thoroughly deserves its name of * Greater Britain.'
I reached Sydney at noon on Friday, and drove straight to the hotel, where I found my dear boy looking brown and well, but decidedly thinner than when I left him, He says he has